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Chapter One

 


Jules Avery hurried down the hospice
center’s main hallway, hoping she wasn’t too late. The nurse who
had called an hour before had sounded too somber for this to be
just another false alarm.

Glancing at the clock on the wall behind the
nurses’ station, she sucked a breath. 2:18 in the morning. She
yawned and felt the achy tired that seemed to hit her more and more
often these days. At fifty-two, she was in okay shape, but would
not be doing an Ironman triathlon anytime soon.

Room seven.

The room her grandmother, Sarah Deavers,
demanded she be moved into once the previous occupant vacated it.
Just another euphemism for died, which was probably only used in
hospice care centers. Soon Sarah would “vacate” the room and
another dying patient would move in.

Pushing the door to the private room open,
Jules slowed as she crossed the room. Gran’s eyes were closed, but
she could see the elderly woman’s chest slowly rise and fall. At
101, Gran had outlived two husbands, and her daughter and
son-in-law, Jules’ parents.

Setting down her backpack which contained
the items Gran requested she bring, Jules sat in the armchair
beside the bed. Patting the hand closest to her, she whispered,
“I’m here, Gran.”

Pulling out her phone, she checked her
emails, then pulled up the book app and started reading. By the
time Gran finally woke, several hours later, Jules had finished
reading one book and started another. She loved paranormal romance
and kept her phone well stocked for times of waiting like these.
Sometimes she laughed out loud at the crazy things some authors
came up with, especially when it came to witchcraft. And she should
know, since both she and Gran were witches.

“Jules? Is that you?” the soft voice asked
as the hand closest to her lifted from the bed.

Jules closed the book app and laid her phone
aside. Taking her grandmother’s hand, she held it between both of
hers. “Yes, Gran, it’s me. And I brought the things you asked for
yesterday.”

“You’re such a good girl. And you’ll be a
good witch once you get out of your own way. You could be the best
of all of us if you’d just step past your fear,” Sarah’s voice was
whisper soft. “Now, pull out those things. You need to deliver them
to the people they now belong to.”

“Yes, Gran.”

Jules picked up her phone and opened the
note taking application and wrote down everything her grandmother
dictated. Who was to get what and what message was to be passed
along with the item.

Once her grandmother finished, she patted
Jules’ hand. “I love you, child. I’ve taught you everything I can.
Finally, take my amulet to Dickinson Seaton in the city. Tell him
I’m sorry and I now understand. Give him a chance and he’ll give
you everything.”

With those final words, Sarah’s eyes closed
and she fell back to sleep.

Jules frowned at her grandmother’s cryptic
words, but could not question her further. After all, the woman was
nearly twice her age and had taught her everything she knew about
being a witch and healer. If Gran said this man would have an
effect on her life in one way or another, Jules would take her word
for it. She would keep her skepticism to herself since she had yet
to meet a man who would put up with her for more than a few dates,
though she had to admit, she hadn’t bothered looking in years.

Jules pulled the woman’s address book out of
her bag. Her grandmother had demanded she place the items in each
person’s hand and pass along the message in person.

She went through the list of people Gran had
given her, adding addresses and phone numbers to the name of each
gift recipient. When it came to Dickinson Seaton, there was no
entry in Gran’s phone book, so Jules turned to her favorite search
engine. Five minutes later, she had an office address and phone
number for the attorney.

That’s when she noticed the beeping on
Gran’s heart monitor was slowing down. Taking Gran’s hand in hers,
she leaned over and brushed a kiss on her grandmother’s
forehead.

“It’s okay, Gran. I’ll take care of things
here and you enjoy the afterlife with Grampa and Mom and all your
friends that went on ahead. I’m sure they’re waiting to throw you a
party.”

As soon as she finished speaking, the
beeping stopped and the machine squealed an alarm. Jules pushed the
call button for the nurse, and just as the alarm began grating
painfully on her nerves, a nurse hurried into the room and turned
it off.

Over the next hour, Jules accepted the
staff’s platitudes and agreed to return in a day or two for
whatever personal items Gran had brought with her. She signed the
papers the night administrator put in front of her. Finally, just
after dawn, she left the hospice center with her backpack clutched
to her chest.

Even though she had known this day had been
coming ever since Gran’s last heart attack, Jules still felt the
loss of her last family member all the way to her soul. She assured
herself as she started her car and headed back to the farm, that
Gran was now at peace and would not want her to mourn her passing
for very long.

She would try to hold it together long
enough to take care of these last bequests she had made. Once they
were all delivered, she would return to the farm, bury Gran’s ashes
between her husband and her daughter, and then allow herself to
grieve.

****

Dickinson Seaton stopped in the hall just
outside his office and sniffed the air. The ritual had become an
act of self-preservation over the last eighty years of his
life.

The air was tinged with a sweet, spicy scent
of oranges and cinnamon mixed with something else that had his cock
stiffening with interest. An act that fussy organ had not
involuntarily performed since the last woman he’d thought would be
his mate had stolen his fire and left him vulnerable to anyone who
might learn his secret.

When his phone vibrated silently in his
pocket, Dickinson pulled it from his jacket pocket as he turned and
walked down the hall away from the door to his office. No need to
let his assistant know he stood just outside his own office
snooping.

“Yes, Erica,” he answered softly, hoping
whoever was in his office wouldn’t hear him.

“I’m sorry to bother you, Mr. Seaton,” his
assistant sounded distressed. “I have a Miss Jules Avery here
asking to speak with you. Will you be returning soon?”

Dickinson frowned. He did not recognize the
name. “Is it business? Who referred her?”

“Hang on,” Erica said before covering the
phone. A moment later, she came back on the line. “She says her
visit is personal, that her grandmother wished for her to deliver
something to you in person.”

Dickinson pulled the phone from his ear and
looked at the time. He had a meeting with the day-walking members
of the supernatural council in an hour. Which did not give him a
lot of time to deal with some personal issue he didn’t know he
had.

“Is she a bland?”

“No, sir.”

Dickinson paused a moment and, realizing the
orange and cinnamon scent was that of the woman, he knew he needed
more than a few minutes to deal with her.

“Tell her that I won’t be back in the office
today. If she truly needs to speak with me, she can meet me at
Mystic’s tonight at 9:00. The council should be finished by then.
If not, I’ll duck out for a few minutes and meet with her
then.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll tell her,” Erica said.

“Thank you, Erica. Once she leaves, you can
go home. I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you. Have a good
evening.”

“And you,” Dickinson said before
disconnecting.

When the elevator opened as he approached,
he waited for the lone man inside to emerge before he stepped
inside. He immediately pushed the door closed button. The last
thing he needed was to have the woman catch up with him. Once the
doors slid closed, he pushed the button for the parking garage
level.

He didn’t take an easy breath until he was
in his car and driving out of the garage. Only then did his hard
cock soften so he could think with his big head once again.

He hoped that by meeting the woman at
Mystic’s All-Night Café, he could keep his libido under control. At
least long enough to hear what she had to tell him. The last thing
he needed was to claim the woman the moment he met her, which was
what his dragon, who had been comatose for eighty years, demanded
he do. In today’s litigious society, such an act would land him in
front of the supernatural council headed toward a possible death
sentence.


Chapter Two

 


Jules stood at the opening of the alley
she’d been directed to by the pixie she’d met at the hotel.
Standing and looking around, she wondered if she should continue to
try and find Mystic’s All-Night Café or just give up and go home.
This looked like just another dirty, rat-infested alley, but she
could sense magic surrounding the entrance. Probably a ward to keep
blands away.

“Here goes nothing,” she whispered as she
took a step forward.

Stepping through the ward, she shivered as
the magic tingled over her skin. Once past the barrier, Jules
stopped and stared, in awe of what the ward kept hidden.

The disguised alley was unlike any of the
others she had passed during her six-block walk from the hotel. It
was probably also the cleanest alley in the entire city. No trash,
no homeless people living in boxes, not even a rat scrounging for
an early morning snack.

Golden light glowed from strings of twinkle
lights hung on the wall on the right side of the alley. They
reflected on the left side, providing a surprising amount of light
as Jules continued down the alley. Her goal was the single doorway
where the strings of twinkle lights came together.

She hesitated just outside the solid wood
panel that was painted a deep red. The door frame was bright
purple. It might be an odd combination of colors, but somehow it
looked right together. A brass plaque on the wall near
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